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I intend to wring the neck of your shabby little
spy and throw him into the stable/

4 My spy! '

' Nasty Mr. Winch/

He laughed, throwing his great head back
and slapping his thigh.

' Cousin Judith, come and stay at Westaways
for a little. Food and drink are better than at
Uldale.'

She looked at him contemptuously.

*  I would marry Mr. Winch sooner than sleep
under your roof/

' I am not inviting you to share my bed.
Cousin Judith/
She flushed.

* That was worthy of you/ she said.    * But
remember you cannot touch me anywhere.    It
may be in the end I can harmjy0# the more/

He seemed contrite. * I said a dirty thing. For
once you see me ashamed. Make the most of it/

She looked at him with a quiet inspection that
made him, she saw, uncomfortable.

i I believe I could be your match if I cared,
but I have done with all the Herries affairs. I
never was in truth part of them and I never will
be. But you must understand that I have loved
Francis all my life, and something will come of
your persecution of him/

They had to shout, and there was something
very ludicrous in that. In spite of herself, and
although she was feeling exceedingly angry
and had never hated him more, she smiled. He
smiled too.